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CLARENCE F. UNDERWOOD and the Snake Charmer.

his models, “has

averalons, and the

HE legend of the snake charmer,’ began Mr, Clarence F.
Underwood, the artist, in relating the romance of one of

no doubt crept ito the majority of

studios In New York City. Not that the snake charmer
posed for many artists, for that would not have been In
tune with her temperament, but as she was unique she
was naturally talked about,

“Marcia was a creature of most intense fancies and

artists for whom she consented to pose

4 could fiatter themsslves that she had an appreciation of
thelr work and also liked them personally,

"SHer figures wans the most unusual I

have ever seen. Her great length and

slimness swayed Into gentle snake-like curves (f she moved ever so siightly, It
esemed only natural that she should have the power to hypnotise the reptiles

whom ahe reminded one so strongly.

‘ had a remarkable power of concentration and endurance.

With her

i held above her head in a position so éificult that another girl could not
have remalued in it a half hour, Marcia would stay without fllokering an eye-
laah or moving the least bit sometimes for three hours at a time, until the
artist from sheer exhaustion would have to stop his own work., She would even
refuse to use the arm rests suspended from the celling over her head.

‘Darcia and her siMkes were

demand as & nqvel form of entertalnment at

toas and parties, and one day & young newspaper man came to get the story of

the snake charmer.

Others than snakes were charmed by the fasclnating girl,

and from the day he first saw her the young writer was a devoted admirer.
She was not & woman e*sy to win, A man had to fgnt and strive for her

“AN thls time he was <limbing the ladder of success in hia profession, for
mobthing makea & man work and achisve as does that right love for the right
woman, When he finally won her consent to marry him she was no less proud
.and happy than he. Recently Marcia's husband has been appointed to the place
of editor-in-chlef of one of the most popular publications In the country.

*The Yescinating snake charmer made & match as orilllant a8 any woman
eould wish for, and her husband married & woman ag charming as man eould

bope lo fnd."

The New

York Girl

' Does She, or Doesn't She Make a Good Wife?

.

Novelettes of New York Streets
«——PF7 Ethel Watts Mumford

6—A Waverley
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ALENTINE GREGG slowly
climbed the iron-balus-
traded stoop of an old-

Place Bohemian

The Story of a Near-Tragedy in the Green-
wich Village

Art Colony.

asemingly endless stalrs hls resent-
ment grew.
In the Slough o/ Despond.

Alas! it was only too sadly true that
Genius was an outoast In this great
city. What waa the use of trying—but
what wan the use of living without try-

h Ing? A flaring gas Jet on each landing

whistled Ironically at him. His own
hallway was dark. He fumbled along
the passage and shouldersd open the
door of the studlo. The blg window
forming the whole front of the room
let In the wan light. making the cozy
apariment seem vast and empty. Val-
entine drew out a box of matches, 1t
one, let It fMare and go out. No, he did

£ nol want to see; rathar would he mit

in darkness, fit companion for Inepira-
tion ignored, genlus spurned.

Again he made the trip to the lower
hall and carried the Gast of the can-
vases back to the studio. He soitly tip-
toed by each landing, for the house was
let out in separate floors as many
sirata of the artistie fraternity, each
responsible for Als or her floor alone—
light, heat, holg¥ In the stalr-carpet and
all the rest of it. Valentine feared to
see a door open, and to be halled by ons
of the lodgers and asked what hs was
doing. How could he tell tham the
truth? Then, with another ot blueh,
he assured himself that they doubtless
all knew of his rebuft. Gulitlly he
akurried by each friendly door, fesling
safe only in the gloom of his own

ing into ¢he litlle bedroom. The loop of
the Inner portieres gave it the shags of
a coffin. Valentine groaned. Blowly a
hal thought grew into a recollsction—
where had he read that story, ondy re-
cently, 00?7 Ah, yes, it had been in sl
the papers, That wondarful dramatic
story of the palnter found desd in his
Mostmarire Htudlo, surrounded hy mas-
terpleces, Mas work, his great, unheraid-

‘od triumphs. The pictures he had never

been willing to submit to the pulling
critiolsm of a jury of his inferlors. All
Paris hiad gone wild over these treas-
ures, Ah, how right he had been, Lhat
man, how very right. Why, indesd, cant
Pearis befora awina?

Perhapa if Mo, too, were dead, the
name and fame of Valeniine Gregs
would NIl the world—too late. They
would reslize they )ad killed the among
bird, shettersd the lnmp of knowledge,
quenched the flame of inapiration. Thea
good oM Vincent would say:

1 slways belleved in him, poor boy,
When he was hard up [ staked him, I
loaned him my studlo, 1 gave him every
encouragemant.”

Then, at last, that judgment would
be vindicated, Well, and Wwhy not?
What waa the use of going on? He had
no more money; and he would not stick
good old Vincent for another dollar, Go
back to the hardware trade? 1His gorge
rose—not by & jugful. And then—
what?

Self-pity that was keen pleasurs in its

y ache thrilled him through and the
gaunt, oblong of w‘ doorway Meld him
fascinated, Slowly ‘he rose, with the
stiff but sure movementa of a hypnotic
subject. About the walls he hung Mis
rejected pictures. The mont ambitious
canvas he placed on the easel, dragring
it where the firet light of dawn would
find It and dellcately illuminate Its
beauties. The darkness offered no ob-
stacles. He knew every foot of floor
and wall space by heart and he did not
want to look upon his work In. The
lust of cremtion might we Born of the
look, the craving for light and color

slihoustte of canvas and easel against
the gray square of the window he
scught the little cubliyhole bedroom.

His preparations were quickly mnade.
He closed the window tightly, stufng
svery orevics with handkerchiefs and
neckties grabbed at random from the
bureau drawer, Ie closed both the
doors and carefully stuffed his clothes
along the eracka—then turned both gas
jots on ia full and threw himpell upon
the bed to dle. The alr grew heavy,
slesp clutohed at him, He drew away
—lst him remain alive as long as he
could. Ths greater, then, his sbnega-
tion. Bleep came closer, would not be
pushed mway—snugsled down beslde
him. Ile had one last flash of con-
sclougness —— How — comfortable —
aying—was—— Why didn‘t—

Valentine awoks with sudden full
possession of all his facultles, sat up
in bed mnd looked with amasement at
hin half-clad |m-um.l wb::::nmm
possessed him to retire B U=
sered and shirted? And, oh, the air~
whaw!

A Strange Awakening.

Then he remembersd—and realised that
he was dead. Uood heavens! Could be-
ing dead be just llke going on heing
alive? He looked up at ths gas jels
They ware turned on full. He looked at
all his precautions against alr, and
found them intact. His Nesh waa solld,
He ross and looked back at the bed,
half expecting to ses his body Iyt
there sdff mnd oold. Thers remain
on the plllows only & dent, and It wa
warm. He was bBgwlidered. Anyway, |
he wars a spirit ha wanted ta find out
what these nev eyss would see In his
pletures,

He pushed open the door to the studlo
and looked about, The light was strong
and clear—rather merciiens, he thought.
COes! Why hadn't he stayed alive? He
saw 80 much that needed doing, Per-
hups that jury had not Been so far
wrong after all. But the stuff was

Make the Best

of Your Looks

(Anna Held's
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CARRERA, U
X. Ch‘h-a
NADORNED besuty may be mest

outaide art mussuma, ¥er
who 1a trying to make
looks the question of clefhes s
o ba an Important eme.

The first thing that I require of
clothes 1s that they be comfortabla I
do not balleve that & woman can make
an attractive impression It her com-
fort and temper ard suffering from tight
shosa.

1 never buy ahoas a ajse or two albes
too amall for ma Nor do I buy hats
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too big and heavy. There is no quicher
way of getting & headache than to weas
several pounds of hat. And a headache
spoils the expression of the eyes and
puta weinkles !n 1hs forehead.

. 1 think women to-day are more Me-
sible about (Nelr neckwedr than they
were & few years ago. How can aay
woman wear a high, stiff linen collar, e
y Ught collar—at least, It she ever
wighes to appear in an evening gowa?
The only way to be wsure of avolding
thoss ugly brown %nes around the
throat {8 to wear a round, soft, fat cels
Iar which dossn't wxtend above the col-
lar bome Buch a collar, ta perfactly
modest and ia sultable vor any oeccaslon
axcopt & formal svening funotion of the

z
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OF PRECEDING INSTALMENT. didn't know just why, to the upper dirly mud throwing. 1've just been lest something had happened ta his him." alld he chose to ko his way alone wit: bims < T v fars mald. “Pamarab 5 ;
ois pr. hallway leading to fae boy's room. He down 1o the office and fixed it up with boy, “he ain't left the college for “Naver? But, DMartha, he doean't the despair whilch comes to & m,,: '_'_'l'l_.';"r'n ;’:‘n"-l: ;m"‘“ |;.\l“r:1m:v--r!|.:n. bu”hd’:’;' "_‘.:"':-. : 'n'i:::r I'd never '
% a Saw that the room was in darkness, but them. I've quit the sch!” good?" know"—— when for the first time he nees the Ms alwnys found her walting for you didu’f «ay a Iol? Iy SN e
the door was partly open. He walted with curloug eses to sea  “"He's left his home, James. He's "Oh, Jamen, he wald If vuu 414 follow world moving on without him. Blin,  As le thought of thy gand sha i natead, Jusi

b aNd Jnurw:

-ﬂlﬂﬂu!w \nh’s'l'-hwlnu

(Continued,)
£ made his way to the street,
buayed up with the purpose
of Lis resignation. Has was
doing what he could for the
happiness of his boy, and waat
else mattered? Never any

mare mud throwing, he told himaseit

with & great satisfaction.

Mo sntered the subway, impatient of
dalay. He had good news and he want.
od €0 make It known., Hoon the up-
fown express was fiying along the
w@tralghtaway an! bounding on the
ourves. It couldn't go any too fast for

dm, as he went on ssying: “No more
throw!lug!"
leaving the subway in the darker
@trest of hrownstone house fronts
quigkenad his pace, uplified by the
i he wanr bhearing home, Quitting
unler fire? What did that matter? He

'&‘d“ it f:;.h'ln boy! doan o8 Sie
how
¥ :“ -ql“_-‘ - ba
\

*‘wais altogether upset.

He pushed open the door and, turn-

on
, ing on the alectric light, stood staring

at the wsight before him, The room
The drawers of
the bureau were thrown open, also
those of the writing deak, and thelir
contents scattersd about, On the floor
and on the bed were clothes, shirls,
collara and ties, shoes, pipes, with a
package of tobacco, cigarettes and o
great number of letters and papers,
torn up and thrown into & pille,

After & while, wondering what "l
happened, Burke returned to the lower
flocr, where he found the boy's moth-
er. Hhe was altting alone at the tahle
one slde of her head in desp whadow,
with only a rim of light from the ta)le
lamp touching her white hair. Bhe wis
star' #7 Into space.

Fhe waa a ploture of mentigness—
that is, the gentleneas of w Broken
apirit. Her eyes were red, and the rea-
son was plain, At her foet was the
nvwabaper calllng out to her In big
black type: "A relgn of graft,” "X dls-
graca 1o the eity''—=-

Ho rlowly plekad un ths newspaper
and put It away, tiough net without 4
toveh of shame, He was thinking of

the worde she had once uttered. Had
she forgoiten?
“Martha," he began with an offort

&% sovhi a8 he decame seated. “Martha,
thoos wman't swer he anv mars ad dhis

the effect of his words, but whe made
no reply. Bhe went on staring its
space without even letting him kKnow
that she heurd him.

“Ain't you mlad, Martha®' he askeld.

“Yan, James, If you are'

Her lack of Interest hurt him maora
than any one thing e could remom-
ber,

"Martha, he suld with a lump ris-
ing In his throat, “has John Dbeen
liersa?’

“Yen, Jimes” oie answered with un-
eertaln lips, "He was here (o-night for
dinnaer.”

“What did he=have o way?™

“"He mald he'd been to mee you this
afternoon and he was afrald, James,
he'd been rather cross with you. 1la
was ufrald he'd never been u very good
son to you—to elther of un’ he sald.

“There, mother,” he hantened Lo say.
“Didn't I always tell you ie'd come
arcund some day and see what his dad
wan doing for him?"

She let his comment go unanawered

“Martha,” he went on. uplifted, “haa
he gone bick to colleka?"

“No—nolt buck to cullage.

“Where has he gone?’ he asked at

length,
“Ha's laft the clty, ‘James. Ha dld
not know Just whare ha would go'-—

#he put her handkerchief to her eyer.
Ifastha ' e beschesd aghd. desaid

gone Weat, where he says he'll take a
new nime and live his own life. He
sald timt wlfter whal was In the newa-
paper this morning he couldn't stay
around hers and look eny one In the
face,'

“He's leaving his ho..e, you say?™

“Yes and without uny money,” abe
returned as she went on weeping. "He
wouldn't take any-—no, not unother
cent, lis sald, even If he Bad 1o starve!”

Her words came (o Capt. Burke llke
n hlow,

“Marthga,"” he stammerad, *T
only metting the money for him'"

In the mllence of the room, which he.
gan to pall on him, the Captain some-
how gol to his feet, Intanding to try
to get In touch with his boy.

“DMd he msay what trniin ‘he was go-
ing to take?' he asked, reaching for
hin wateh,

“Yes, | belleve it is the 10 o'clock
exprasa for Chicagn™

The Captuin's watch showed the hour
liand passing ten,

“1 can aend him a telegram on the
train,' he wmald, moving tomard the
door,

“No, Jimes—wall!"

He waited at the door,

& *Jumes, he sald not to come after

im."

“What if he 818 say sot”

de bas sald—nover ta

was

aams aflar

him aguinst him wishes ho'd blow his
braing out!"

"My boy ™

He stogd In the doorway stupefled

“Martha.” he sald after a while, his
head bowed with mbamne, "I drove him
out, dldn't I7 My boy'

He spoke without raising his volre
No tears came o hiw cheeks, He wan
like & child now, still standing thers
alone, walting for something to hap-
pen.

Then the teiephone rung. It was
the newspaper again—IKeanan siying
somebtning about a photograph, Hae
saked the Captaln as w personal favor
tu pose for one, elther at homas or at
the station houme.

Burke had no fealing ahout the mat-
ter, one way or another. Ha piut on hin
hat and overcoat and deparied for the
statlon house,

He stupldly entered the borderiand
of his precinot at an hour approaching
midnight. when Broadway is a falry-
land of electric migns under the great
black dome of the sky. Men and wom.
en in evening dress wers coming out
of theatres and the alr was Niled with
the sound of sutomobile horns as the
parade of cars moved along the as-
phalt. He recognised a fringe of pick-
pookets and confidence men, but he
avolded the eyes of one and all. Hoe
was sa longer & Bt oF the evatanm

th

———

At the station house ancs more alt-
ting th the solitude of his dingy office,
e heard the roll call of ths desk lieu-
tenant for the midnight detall, the an-
awera of the men, and fnally the
steady  tramp, tramp of patrolmen
marching Into e night—hls men na
longer. His heart welled wp In his
throat,

He took out  bLlick elgar, touched
malel to (b and ploked up the paper,
ataring hard ot the big black 1vpe.
YA relgn of graft” VPresently as the
paper fell into his lap he Dad & viglon
of a hoy un a lighted train speeding
mlong the level stretches of the night,

He knew the coune of all the troulis
nuw—-tuo late' Heo was in wirong. That
wan the one hard thing abcut Hre, It
waa all & mistake—hiy life, and just
becaune hie wan in Wr g at the begln-
ning. He threw lLia cigar away only
half Anished

After a while,
pocket, s took
he put bafare him on the deak,
s a8 callbre, nelf-rapeating. =seven-
shnoter., As ha tnok ths weapon wup,
sick at beart, and neeing only the use-
lesunsan of life. the reflacted light on
the barrel caught his saye and for the
momaent held him spallbound. Was he
sbout te play the role of guitter® Thern
was ne ans (o Fus awer frem. Ao told

reaching tn his %ip
outl & rovalver which
It waas

)_.

wan dolng with her 1fe Ui pistol fell
feom his fingers and he suldenly burled
him face in Cds arms on bhe desk,

Then the daoor vprened Ad he looked
up with misty eves he pehelld Lils hoy
atamding bofore him

The boy was bresthing haavily
ohecks were axlow, hin wiite hands
ware ungloved

“Rather,” e stammered as he ook
off Wi hat, “muther savs she told you
about my kolng away.''

“Yeu," watd the father.

Y1 omot ta the train. but T—oh, well,
father, 1 couldn't go withiout first com-
ing 1n sen you!"

Hurke wuy suddeply mude happy

“iatn,” he wild, standing up, afrald
Jest Yo sbiould say the wrong thing
“gin't thure anything 1 ean do for you®
Aln't yoi grleg to he In peed of
money ™’

Hin bhoy slowly ahosk his hiead.

“ather, haven't you dons enough fo=
ma Already”  Why, mother has been
telling me just how much you've done
~that you've resigned for my sake, so
there won't ever ba mny more anud
throwing "

“Jonn, my boy, all T have fa for you
|t you want it. All 1 think of—is
you'"

Hin:

for my sale, vou went down and

I, ) ult—
tunder Hre.  Why, father. if mu‘g anly
Aone the right thing you would have
mtruck me down an the spot’ But, thers,

IUs all over now, (sn't i1, and you'll
forgive win before | po?”

“"Forgive you, my boy? Why, Johm ¢
there In't nothinkg to forgive™ 5

The boy put out
“Father."
"give me
;_\-nu"'
Nurke had a choking sensution in his
throat,
P roud of me? mald he
| “Yoea, proud of you, father, and there
I« gnly ane thing more + want to ask
of you. First of wll, grere’'s mot ']
for you to think of, and then somes
1 shall want you to gome out Weet,
hoth of you. and sea what kind of man
've made nf myvaelf—yon know, alope
without wny help. 1 only hope you'l
have resson to be proud of your bey!"
Burke started to put out his hand
but as he made 1 move forward all at .

& aand
he sail after a
vaur hand!

r 4 momen
I'm proud

once e took hie boy In his garmas. Theee -

as he held him to his heart, patting "
Wim on the shoulder. he went on cry.
ing out:
UMy boy! My boy!™ 5
The End.

“You say that—after this afler-
noon?™ The boy turned away with
“Tals aftermccn™ he

——

oy .;'-_. »

oy




